FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
the brilliant author by whom she had just read an article in
The Reader's Digest, and the young man whose coming she had
been warned of, turned out to be one and the same person.
"Malcolm!" she said. "Take a good look at the famous
man we have the honour to entertain in our house.3'
"Then he isn't a Mongol?35 asked the puzzled little boy.
"But he isn't a Chinaman either. He doesn't know Chinese.33
"No/3 I said. "He is what is called in Europe a 'special
correspondent.3 He writes in the newspapers about what he
has seen. Only he has a curious way of doing things. For
instance, he says my linen takes up too much room, though
actually it consists of three sweaters and three pairs of
woollen pants. And all the time it is he who has my cases
bursting with his enormous boxes of tobacco . . ."
Then Peter: "If you don3t stop grouching I'll wire to La
Vie Parisienne to recall you!33
And I: "Mrs. Urech, I've told him a hundred times that
Le Petit Parisien and La Vie Parisienne are two entirely different
periodicals. And, just imagine, he thinks I ought to be
satisfied with a camel crossing Asia! Of course that won't
stop me from having a horse. I don3t see why he should be
the only one to play the lord.33
"Well,33 he protested, "you'd be a lot better off on a camel,
since you are accustomed to it from your other journeys.'3
"No,33 Mrs. Urech intervened, "she ought to be able to get
on ahead and prepare supper for the lord.33
"I know,331 said, "I am to be cook to my interpreter. . . .
Peter, I've been given dried apricots, onions . , ."
. " 'Been given!3 You've been robbing Mrs. Urech, that's
what you've been doing. I know the old sea-dog, Mrs.
Urech. Give her back those apricots, you! We don't want
them."
"Listen to him, Mrs, Urech! He who wants to cross Tibet
and doesn't even know what scurvy is . . .'3
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